Little Orphant Annie, 



Little orphant Annie's come to *ur hsuse to stay, 
m o vash the cups and saucers ^tfj^and brush the crumbs away, 
And shoo- the chickens off the psrch.and dust the hearth and sweep. 
And make the fire and bake the bread, and earn her board and keep. 
And all us other children when the supper things are done 
V/e set around the kitchen fire and has the mostest fun 
A-listenin' to the witch tales 'at >A*nie tells ab«ut 

An* the goblins *at git you ef you don't watch out. 



A£' An' onct there was a little ff/j# boy 'at wouldn't say his prayers/ 

An' w'en he went to bed at night away up stairs, 
His mammy heerd him holler an' his daddy heerd him bawl, 
An' when they turned the kivers down he wasn't there at all. 

An' they seeked him in the cubby-hole, , an' rafter-room and press. 
An' seeked him up the chimley flue an' everywheres I guess, 
B«at all they ever found of him, was jut his pants an' roundabout 
An' the goblins' 11 git you ef you don't watch out. 

An' onct there was a little &rl'UMHUfi/ would always laugh an' grin, 
An' make fun of every-one and all her blood and kin/ 
An' onct when there was company an' old folks was there, 
She mocked 'em an' she shocked 'era,an' she said she didn't care. 
An' Jist as she kicked her heels an' turned to run and hide, 
There were two great big black thins a'standin' by her side. 
An' they snatched her through the (Jeilin' 'fore she knowed what she's aboul 
An' the gblins'll git you ef you don't watch out. 



An little orphant Annie says when the blaze is blue 
An* the lamp wick sputters and the wind goes woo — 
An' you hear the crickets quit ,an' the moon is grey- 
An' the lightln' bugs in dew is all squenched awayyf 
You had better mind your parents, and your teachers fond and dear. 
And cherish them 'at loves you, an' dry tho orphant's tear 
An help the poor and needy ones *at clusters all about , 
Or the goblins'll git you ef you don't watch out. 



^r>^^f zuu, ~ttu<^ 
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MARGARET 



A lily in its static purity, 

Wooed a warm rose, unfolding hues of dawn. 

Under the soft spell of the vernal rnoon, 

a fairy priest performed the mystic rites 

Merging the twain, — and to their love was horn 

A spirit child, ah angel-wonder child, 

Cradled among the petals of the rose. 

* * -* 

Autumn, despoil er of the garden home, 
Scattered the rose leaves, laid the lily low] 
Then loving fairies took the spirit child, 
Gave her blue eyes and hair of sunset gold, 
Gave her soft dimples and pink baby toes^ 
And while I slept they laid her on my breast, — 
A lily soul, a rose heart, — Margaret. 



LIFE 



Youth met me on the highway and said, "You are seeking 
life? Come this way the path leads. Here is joy, untouched 
by knowledge of succeeding pain; here is love, undimmed by 
the certainty of future partings; here is faith, untarnished 
by the memory of broken nledges. Here, my child, is life." 
But though the valley through which Youth led me was massed 
with blossoming shrubbery and filled with the 3ongs of birds 
my heart was not at rest arid I eagerly pressed on. 

Maturity met me on the highway and said, "You are seek- 
ing life? Come this way the path leads.... Here is disillus- 
ionment that leaves truth naked to the seeking soul; here is 
achievement, bought of midnight sweat and anguished* hungering- 
here is power, daughter of achievement. Here, my child, is 
life. 11 But though I followed, my guide carefully up the* ever- 
narrowing path, my heart was not at rest and ' I eagerly pressed 
on. 

Age met me on the highway and said, "You are seeking 
life? Come this way the path leads.... Here in sorrow whose 
tears clear the vision of the world; here is pain, that drives 
the spirit in on God; here is lonliness that draws the compan- 
ionship of angels. Here, my Child, is life." But the hill 
top, over which I followed Age, was wind-swept and bleak and I 
eagerly pressed on. 

Then Death stepped out in front of me and said, " You 
are seeking me?" "No, No, " I cried, H I am seeking life. Life, 
not death is my nue^t. Let me be gone! I must find it!" 
Gently Death placed his hands upon my shoulders and slowly 

turning me about pointed along the path whence I had come, 

over the hills of age, down the steep of maturity and into the 
valley of Youth. "Life?" he said, - "Look! You have just 
passed through it!" 
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